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“ You can have this room all to your-
solf, sir,” said Mr, Huuter, triumph-

“You really must not let me disturb
you," rejeined the traveler.

“ Don't you mention it," replied the
landlord, in & tone which was at once
genial and econfidential. ** We would
not turn a customer sway from our dooss,
You see, we do not have much parlor

company.

“ And this is the only room you have
dise P
“ Well, yes, sir; this is the only room
at present—8Susan ! coals for the geutle-
man's fire,"

The traveler having as he thought
shown a due amonnt of consideration for
the comfort of Mrs. gHi:lntBr um{l tl;z

o Hunters, was enoug

in;ﬁg the apartment before alluded to,
and to drgw close to the fire the one
dilapidated arm-chair,

Arthur Seton, barrister by profession,
and lit by choice, was not really
more than thirty, though he looked con-
siderably older ; for the dark hair and
beard were streaked with gray, and the
face, with its regular, handsome features,
wore habitually a look of such intense
mental weariness as would have sad-
dened the most hopeful man lad he
looked on it for lunﬁ.

For some time he leant indolently
back, his hands clasped behind his head;
at length he rose and took from his bag
& locked up diary, which he opened, ind
availing himself of pens and ink which
stood upon the table, made the follow-
ing entry :
tober 17, 1874.—Got up late. Called on
the Drinnstones ; Goeorge was ont, Had a
pleasant chint with Annie ; went, like a fool, to
Richmond—and, like a fool, haunted the Well
Honse, It looked just the same e in the old,
| doar days, but I heard ehildren plaviug in the
garden. The housa i let, I believe, to city

wople,  Camo back to London ; dined at the
all Mall ; went to the olub, Got back to
chambers Iste, Wrote a solumn ' — Ile-
view." A wonry, weary day. Shall 1 never
know s moment's forgetfnl:ioss ?

He drew then from the leaves of the
diury o letter written in a delicate femi-
nine hand, and addressed, “*Arthuor Seton,
Esq., 12, Gray's inn.” This letter he
regurded with a long, sad, loving look ;
then, resting his head on his hand, he
[ read it through very slowly. It ran as
| follows :

My Diar Antuon: 1f von will be wo suspic-
lous. s joalons, and oxscting. I cannot see how we
aro ever to be happy. Faith withont works is
dead, and love withont faith is no blessing,
but & weary burden. | am tired of oroas worda
and looks, BSome women, [ beliove, like the
foverish excitement of quarrels, but I only
wisk for poace, This miserable, potty jealonsy
s quite nnworthy of von. Do try aud put it
frome you; and remember that love, once
wounded, s sometimes hurt past hope of ro-
covery. Ireoeived your article quite safely.
but 1 cannot spoak sbout it now. You have
mado me too sad, too weary, und oven u little
Indignant. Yours affectionately,

Avor Crauerienn,

W, Houvsx, Bicayoxnn, October, 1871,

He replaced the letter, closed the

iary, took up his pipe, and began
smoking, The early part of this day
had been fine and mild, bat toward the
afternoon the sky grew all at once leaden
and the wind shifted to the northeast,
Now the wind was rising and the rain
was falling—n cold, penetrating, impetu-
ous, determined rain, The country,
which but a brief while since had looked
s0 fair in a bland October sunlight, now
seemod a thing to shudder at. The
dun-colored woods, wet and forlorn,
seemed to have no hope of any return-
ing summer, and to know the utter deso-
lation of the end. It was impossible in-
deed to imagine that iu the green, sonk-
ing fields, where now a fow cows were
huddling togethor, nnd lowing discon-
solately, glun.? children could ever lLave
tossed each other in the warm, sweet-
smelling hay ; the rain drove drearily
against  the window, and the wind
ghrieked round the house, and oceasion-
ally thundered in the chimuney, and, at
the bar, where in spite of fhe wet
weather, Mr. Hunter seemed to be do-
ingabrisk business, for ale corks popped
continuously, and pewters clanked
audibly as the men set them down on
the slab ; and the great ns lumbered
by, or drew up ponde in front of
the door ; and while the drivers availed
themselves of tho * Green Dragon's”
hospitality, the large, broad- ed
liurses beat the miry roads with heavy
hoofs, Thero was not mach o occapy a
mun’athoughts in the dreary little bar-par-
lor. A Tmt variety of whips hung agninat
the wall, and cver the mantel-piece wus
a photograph of a fine chestunt mare,
Under it was written t ** Being Mr,
Huntor's favorite mare, who died in her
fourteonth year,” A shor:c way on was
a pliotograph of Mrs, Hunter, in full
hululny costumne, A large Bible and
photograph alhum lay upon the table,
Seton mechanically opened the album,
Here was a tintod photogmaph of a
ung girl with profuse gold ringlets, a
large, round faoe, and mesningless blone
eyes, Under it was written : * Pre-
sented to Miss Hunter by her affection-
ate friend, Isabells Grant.” Ioor Isa-
bella! how houest conntry hearts,
I wonder, had nLo caused to ache while
the hair was gold and the buxom figure

l

gtill shapoly1?

Fo-r w'::z of ao'r:iathinf ‘betu-ii to go
Hat began to te n letter ; but he
uuu‘;: slow way with it. For mihutes

together he sat holding the pen listless
Iy iu his hand, leaning his arm wearily
upon the table, listening, aa we all listen
whon alone, to what sounds may be
going on near us, from a feeling which

14 not curiosity, but more overpower-
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have i" rejoined Seton,
in by all means, However, I am
the room smells so of

landlord, rotiring.

In another moment the door opened
aguin, and the unexpected intruder on-
| , tall and very graceful,
bhaving & pale Madouna-like face, and
gold hair shining like an surcole round
u small olnasical head.

Seton's faoe bad grown white to the
lips, and his voice quivered perceptibly,
as, extending his hand, he =aid,

“This is a very unexpected meet-
m -IO
% Very unexpected,” echoed the lady,
removing her wet mantle, and sitting
down on the wet leather soin. The recog-
nition had been mutual, but women, as
a rule, are more self-composed than
men.

“ Lot me recommend this chair,” said
Seton, laying his hand upon the one
from which he had just risen.

‘s No, thank you, I profer sitting away
from the fire,”

“Tam sorry the room shonld smell so
of tobacco,” observed BSeton, after a
pause, “ but you see I did not expect
the pleasure of a visitor.”

She smiled a rather foreed smile by
way of answer, snd Seton folded elab-
orately and put into an envelope a
sheet of blank puaper.

“The country is very beautiful around
here,” he observed, writing his own
name, with great care, upon the en-
velopa.

“We have only been back from the
Continent about six weeks,” she ob-
sorved, after a pause.  ** Mamma has
taken a house near Chiselhurst, T was
driving over to Bevenoaks this morning,
and I wins caught in the rain, and in-
dueed to ask for shelter here,”

“ And how is Mra. Clarefield 1"

“ Mamma is quite well, thank you."
| Then, after a pause, in a full, sweet, low
contralto voice, which had a ring of
infinite pathos, *“*Are youn stopping
herei”

“ Hardly," said Seton, with an as-
sumption of guyety in his tone; *“ but
['ll tell you all about it. My friends
kindly took it into their heads that I

wanted fresh air and exercise—so they
bound me over on my word of houor, to
welk from London to Hastings in 2
week, I acquiesce in everything now,
so, of course, I acquiesced in this, and
this is my first day of hard labor and
imprisonment, "

“ But you used——" began the lady,
then she colored a little, and secemead un-
willing to fluish hor sentence;  you nsed
to be so fond of walking."”

‘““ But a man changes a good deal in
three years,” he replied, wearily.

Then cams a long silence, broken at

Jast by the pop of an ale cork, at which
| they started as if an explosion had taken
place,

“0Oh! you grow used to it in time,"

observed Seton,

It seemed impossible to imagine thess
| two persons, more formal to each ofher
in manuer than the most distant ae-
gquuntances, ceuld ever have been pas-
sionate and devoted lovers, 1t
thoughts had they, I wonder, as they sat
together, and yeot so far apart, of the old
days wherein love led them, and all was
well? It would weary you, dear reader,
and to no purpose, ware 1 to set down
'here the dreary commonplaces  with
‘ which these two triod to begnile the time

for over an hour. At length, worn out
[ by the arduous effort of trying to enter-
tain each other while their thoughts were
’ 20 far away, they took refuge in silence,
| and the wind roared, and the rain lashed
| the window, and the dusk eame on pre-
maturely, and Seton, looking out on the
| cheerloss prospect, shivered as with the
jeold, Then that other person in the
{ feom rose very quietly and stirred the
[ fire into a blaze, nnd resumed her seat
| on the sofa.
| “No, you shonldu't, really,” said
Beton, not turning round, however,
| thongh with a look of great pain on his
face. It was wonderful what suffering
some small, commonplace word or sction
| may cause us.  What vistas of impossi-
hInl joys, again, may they not open up to

|

“1 sup the carriage will soon be
back," said Alioe, presently, and uEe-h-
ing with effort, “and our new conchman
drives so fust, too,”

““Yes, and your term of imprisonment
will soon be up," rejoined Seton, resting
his arms npon the mantelpiece, and ex-
nmining with eritical interest the photo-
graph of Mr. Hunter's defunct mare,

** How the time passes," said Alice, in
a low voice, na if speaking to herself,
Then, with sndden energy, I cannot
tell'®hen we shall meet again, Before
we part, answer mo one question. Yon
are looking worn and weary—are yon
happy?”

Now he stood befora ber, and through
tho dusk snd the firelight his eyes flashed
on her, a8 he said, in a low, harsh voice,
** From your lips this question is an ju-
sult.”

“Of whiﬁh you need not fear the rep-
etition," she rejoined promptly, wi
cutting formality. i i -

‘“No, it oan't end like this,” he went
on. * you know, ever since yon
have been here I have bitten my Ilpl
through aud through to keep them from
speaking of the This meeting was
not of *our secking, and it seems to me
I'l;lxi:l y and dnlhrl.i’ly to take advantage |
O .

' We aresomebimes 5o mistaken,"” she |
said hurriedly, but her words were hard-

ly sudible, and he continned— 1
“ Alice | you have treated me very i, |
On that day, now three vears ago, w

ing.

-

¥y
{on onoe, I aball love you forever.
look hmpy i
th there were faults on voth
* ghe said quietly.

“‘ Yes, porhaps there were,'” he replied,
“but I was reading your last letter over
only! to-day. Oh! how terribly bitter it
w1

“And have yon f
to that letter i** she said, almost passion-
atoly, her veice quivering,and her breast
heaving.

“ I don’t remember it word for word,”
he feturned quickly; *I know it was
written on the impulse of the moment,”

* But I have it heart ;" then, very
slowly, *yon said, if your love, in its
heart and strength was a little exacting,
mine was cold and tideless ; in fact, no
love, only n slow, siuggish affeotion.
You almost thought I was right, and
that we could not bappy. 1 am nat
urally prond,” she went on; “but a
woman with less pride than I have eould
not have acted differently, Only one
course was left me—to be silent,”

“ Wall, it is all over now,” he rejoined;
““we shall never, never meet again.”

“You won't take my friendship,
then "

“No, thank you; you are very gen-
erous, but I do not n':{nt. this g'iftl.-x

He threw himself wearily into a chair
and for some time there was a complete
gilence, Hope is so subtle, sc intangi-
ble, that we are only aware of its exist-
enco when it has ceased to be. Arthur
Beton looked npon himself as a man

vite without hope. It seemed to him

it his life could hardly be more gra
and desolate than it was, yet who s
say what feeling, of which he was not
directly conscious, may have sustained
him through the Inst three yoars, Now
everything seemed gono—there was
nothmg Lat death left,

Presently earringe-wheels came down

wns sticking too closely to work—that 1 |

the road ; carringe-lamps flashed through
the dusk, and grew stationary opposite
the window. Mr, Hunter bustled in and
announced, in a tone of triumph, that
the carrisge had come for the young
Indy, and done the distanes wonderfully
quick. Then the door shut, and they
were alone together ngain,

Yery softly and distinetly Seton heard
her say his name, ** Arthuar ;" but he did
not move, It seamed to him that be
wonld keep back all his love, elineh fast
his heart till she wers goue, and then
die swiftly of the pain.

“Arthur, T am waiting, dear, Won't
you come! Are yon not going to for-
give me "

Now he ross and groped his way to-

ont her hands and drew him to her.
Then he bent Jdown. Slhwe raised her
face, and the hearts and lips, so long dis-
united, came together m a prolonged
Emmionnl.« kiss. He knolt down by her,
er head sank npon his shounlder, und
for several minntes they remained thos,
lost in love's profound pesco and mys-
tery. And the ale-corks condnuned to
op, ad the wagouers on their way to
Lnndon tramped in and out of

bar, and warm good-nights were ex-
changed betweoen customer und landlord,
and as Arthur folded Alies's mantle
vround her, she said, half shyly, ** You
ure coming back with me to ses mammsa,
are you not "

“ May 11" he auswered, great joy evi-
dent in face and voice.

So the bedroom which Mrs. Hunter
had been preparing all the afteruoon,
and of which she waa not a little prond,
remained unoeccupied; but the puyment
was lavish, and the day's Inbor was not
regretted,

Oh! that never-to-be-forgotten ride
to Chiselhurst through the wild, windy
evening, Between it and the last three
years lay all the pains of hell, And the
rain ceased, and strauge voices were
abroad in the wind, singing jubilantly
over love rerisen and redeeming. And
the clonds drifted away, and the pure,
swoet, windy moonlight quivered over
wet fields and tr es, and seemed love's
benedietion,

I leave you to imagine the arrival
home, Arthur had always been a favor-

days of quarrels she used always to take
his part.
disposed of, Mrs. Clarefield pleaded
honsehold duties aud went to her bed-
room, There she sat down before the
bright fire and wept profusely, dear
sonl, over the happiness of her vgild ren.
And down stairs these two were very
niet. To them love was n solemn
thing, aud they were solemn lovers,
And the wounderful priceless moments
went silently and swiftly by,
Presently, however, Alwe said, look-
ing up ‘in Arthur's face, and pressing
his haud very tightly, ** You won't con-
tinae your walk to Hustings this week 1"
And he answered, with a bright smile,
“But I have pledged my word and hon-
or to do so,"
“ And I command yon to break it.”
Yes, and he did break it; but nons of
his friends bronght it as an accusation
against him that for once in his life he
had broken his word of honor |—New
Quarterly Magasine,

Shot his Father for a Panther.
Last evning & young man named Mar-
een, living on Sandy fork, foar miles
from Harwood, shot his father, killing
him instantly. Ttsecms that Mr. Marces
went to the woods to look at some horses,
aud his son Bud took his gun and dog
and went in the same direction hunting.

thick brush, and supposing it to be a
panther, he fired and fled, but was re-
called by his father's voice, Returning
to the spot, he found to his horror he
had shot his father, who said, “ My son,
you have killed me!” and immediatel

{and ealoarsous degenerations, are the
I gave yon my love, and believed in | main agents in uu-T -

expired, —Galveston (Tex.) News, |

Buttermilx for the Aged. |

A French chemist has discovered the |
elixirof life in sour buttermilk, the laotic
acid in which ** dissolves the produets of |
orgnnic combustion, which, as ossifying
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6 arrived there as Amerioan consul,
ms the present British Consul at Rus-
tunhmgbaun;g;nngm in the con-
servics i Y

Mr. Reed says that immediately after
Mr. Payne arrived he called at the Brit-
ish consulnte, and suid that he had been
placed in & position that he felt himself
entirely uniit to oocoupy, scarcely know-
ing why he had been appointed, and
hoped that they wonld give him such in-
formation as they eould in regard to the
discharge of the duties of the consalar
service. Hesaid that be had not thonght
of receiving such an appointment, but
that one day, in conversation with Presi-
dent Tyler, with whom he was acquaint-
ed, he remarked that he had a great
auxiety to make a thorough exploration
of the ruins of aucient Carthage; but, as
he had not the means, he did not expect
that he wonld ever be able to doso. The
President said, in reply, that he would
sce that he had the opportunity of doing
a8 he desired, and in a few days he was
surprised at receiving a noties of his ap-
pointment as Consul at Tunis—which
oity, it will be remembered, is only about
twelve miles from the site of the aucient
nit% he desired so much to visit.

he British officers, of c¢ourss, ren-
dered My, Payne such assistance as they
could, and so energetically and thor-
onihly did he devote himself to the
task of becoming familiar, not only with
the ordinary rontine of the offics, but
with the treaties, precedents, and every-
thing relating to his position, that he
was very soon recognized as one of the
most able and efficient consuls in the city.

It has often been said that Mr. Payne
was possessed of a morose, nncomfort-
ahle disposition, and that he was subject
to fits of melancholy. This my in-
formant says is entirely untrue; but
that, on the contrary, he was very fond
of society and was one of the most
genial, companionable men he ever met,
and that be had been in Tunis but a
short time when he became a great
favorite, not only with his consnlar as-
socintes, but with the government
suthorities and the people generally.
As an evidenoe of this good feeling, s
well ns of Lis integrity as au officer, the
Bey of Tunis once offered him a spun of
beautiful gray horses as a present ; but
Mr. Payue, thinking that he wounld not

from o foreign prince, woulidl not receive
them, The matter was finally arranged
by his taking them to use for the time
being.

This reminds me of an anecdote, re-
lated by Mr. Reed, which is in accord-
ance with the character of Mr, Payne,
n8 he portrays it. One morning Mr.
Payne came to him, and in a langhing
way said that a great joke had happened
to him during the night. Mr, Reed in-
quired what 1t was,  *‘I shall not tell
you,” was the reply; ““but you must
come and see for yourself.,” On goiug
| into the yard at the American consulate,

AMr. Hoed saw a bole in the gronnd some
ten  feet deep, where a wall had beoen
commenced, and standing in the bottom
were these horses, where by some mis-
hap they had fallen during the previous
night, *“*Did you ever know a man who
provided such o stable for his horses as
[that (" said Mr, Payne, *‘I think it is
the most comical thing 1 over saw in my
life.” It was found, on removing the
horses from their subterranesn impris-

onment, that tln'}’ were not harmed.

‘ It has been said that he was a man of
quite irregular habits ; but my inform
|ant says that from the time that Mr,

Payne arrived at Tunis until 1847, when
| Mr. Reed was appointed to the cousul-
{ate at Tripoli—after which they did not
| meot—they were on the most intimate

terms, meeting almost every day aud on
| all sorts of eccasions, and that he never
| suw anything to canse him to believe

that this charge was trune. Mr. Reed
| sdmits that Mr, Payne never had any
| amount of money at fliu command long
|at n time © but he says that it wus be-
conse of his extreme geunerosity, nod
nob from extravagance and  prodigality.

He always spoke of the United States
| with great apparent affection, and said
| that he always felt proud whue abroad
that he could call himself an American
citizen. He also referred very often to
his separation from relatives, and said
| that he was & man without n home ; but
| that the faet was rather the result of
| circnmstances than a matter of echoice,

The following is the history of *Home,
Sweet Home,"” as Mr. Reed says the an-
thor related it to him, in Tunis, Mr,
| Payne had written several pieces for the

stage that had met with considerable fa-
| vor, and had been sent for to go to Paris

to look after the introduction of one of
them in one of the theaters of that city,
| It was the afternoon before Christmas,
nnd, althongh in winter, the day was
bright and pleasant. After strolling
abont for a time, he seated himsell in
the Garden of the Tuileries, and beeame

A quiet observer of the life and gayety

| of that brilliant promenade. While sit-
ting there he thought of the pleasure his
aequaintauces had told him they ex-
pected to have the next day, and reflect-
wd that, although in the midst of this
giy throug, he was without s home
and frieuds, and was really the most
louely person in the world,  All through
the day be had been humming to hiw-
solf an air, which pleased him very muoh,
| that he had heard in & thester the pre.
vious evening, when he had listened to
an opera by Donigetti, called **Ann
Boleyn,” in which the air of “ Home,
Sweet Home " occurs, After a little he
began to arrange these reflectiona into

that haa since
touched the tenderest ohord of millions
of hearts had its origin. He then went
to his room and wrote out the song, and
on showing it to some of his acquaint-
ances they advisad him to have it pub-
lished, e did so, and the next time he
went to London it was sung for the first

be justified in accepting sueh a gift |

Wit and Humor.

A sopMAKER 188 member of the solar
system, ”

Carronen battle flags should be of
subdued calor,

Nor always identical—men of prop-
erty and men of probity.

A soap desler doubts if & lyo ean be
made out of any whole cloth,

Tre man who popped the question by
aturlight got his sweetheart's consernt in
n twinkling,

Way should a man always we'r a
watoh when he travels in a waterless
desert i Because every watch hasa spring
in it,

Tae letter “0" is called the most
charitable of all the alphabet, beeanse it
is found oftener than auy other in “ doing
ML "

IN a debate, rather pull to pieces the
argument of thy antagonist than offer
him any of thy own ; for thus thou wilt
fight him in his own country.

TaERE I8 one thinﬁlnbaut a hen that
looks like wisdom

don’t cackle
much till they have laid their eggs.

Some folks are always bragging and
eackling wlmf they are going to do be.
forehand.

A aroMpriNg car driver said toa pas
sanger :  *‘ You always want me to stop
when yon get of.”  **No, sip,"” said the
passenger, who had no jumping notions,
“1 don’t care what you do. Ionly want
the car to stop. Yon can go on.”

A wise young lady will always leave
the parlor a8 soon 48 young men are an-
nounced as calling on her older sisters,
in order to hasten evenis so that she may
come inte exclusive possession of the
family piano as soon as possible,

* WaAT size do you wenr, sir i bland-
ly ingnired the hatter, *-T think," said
the customer, “‘about™—just then, in

backing toward the mirror, he au:i.vpml
[ on & piece of orange peel and sat down
suddenly—*“abont a cap-size, I think."”

Warrise to a friend in Nevada, a gen-
tleman closed with the injunction :
““Take good eare of Nancy." His wife
saw the letter, and it took him an hour
to explaip the difference between a bo-
nanza silver mine and a Naney feminine.

McOuseiy—* Quite right to get a
pair of shoes, Molly, your fut "Il lock
illoegant in leather,” Molly—** But sure
I can't pay for them till Christmas.”
MeC. (after a thonghtful pause, —“Troth,
and it is a pitty to hide sach a purty
fat, acushla." —Punoh.

Foxp mother (to old gentleman to
whom her son is apprenticed)—* 1 am
sorry to say, sir, that Harry won't be
nble to come to work for some little time.
[ The doctor says he has got the brain fe:

ver.” Old gentleman—** Then the doe-

|tor is » fool, mgdam, for the boy
hasn't sany more brains than—than a
doukey, ma'am.”

THE FAIR RUMBUG,
Of mallow voles and soft address,

She is o weok ot Nrst you'd guoss
That sho conld only auswer, * Yes,'
The Humbug !

Speak you too plain T she'll only try

To twde her Wloshes from your eye,

And broathie the while perhaps & sigh,
The Humbug !

And shonld you make your Iast domand,
she'll only gentiy press your hand—
Ferhaps she does pot understand—

The Humlbasg !

Urge not your suil, nor love heatow,

I‘n?un you really want to know

low firmly she can answar, ' No, "
The Mumbug !

Amoxa the tvll'luumn standing on the
| corner to see the cirons Erooedun were
|two whose eyes probably saw every
| wagon, but whose thoughts were over on
| Brush street. ‘‘SBo yon think they've
{run throngh with their preperty,
eh " asked the larger one. **Well it
looks that way. I haven't heard any one
|say 80, but I can seo as far as most
folks.” ** What have you seen?” * Last
| year,” replied the little womsn, getting
| closer to the curb-stone, **all her chil-
dren were dressed up and allowed to fol-
[low the cirens all over town. 'This
!year not one of them is allowed
outside of the gate. Looks to me as if
some great finaucial cloud hangs over
this family. Actions speak londer than
words, " —Detroit Free Preas,

A Deadly Duel in High Life,

The death is announced, from wonnds
received in a duel with Count Kolowrat,
| at Prague, of Prince William Vineent
Alexander von Auersperg, a youth of
twonty-two, and the heir-presumptive of
his nncle, Prince Charles Wiliam wvon
Auersperg, Duke of Gottschee, Heredi-
tary Grand Chamberlain of Awstria and
CGirand Marshal of Bohemia, the head of
one of the stateliest hoasos of the stataly
Austrian arista . Prinoe Charles
Willinm, born in 1814, is married to a
lndy of the great Hungarian family of

‘estetics, but has no children, By the
sudden death of his young nephew the
succession of the titles and estates of
Auenﬂerg passes to his brother, Prince
Adolphus von Auersperg, born in 1821,
who, since November 5{& 1871, has been
President of the Ois-Leithan Conneil of
Ministers in the Austro-Hungarian Em-
pire, Prince Adolphus is married to a
younger sister of the Princess Charles
Willinm, and by her has two sons and
threo deughters. Count Kolowrat has
been arrested ; but it is hardly likely

that he will be severcly ded
against, if the duel was fo within
the limits of the * code,” for, in Austria,

time in public at Covout Garden theator,
and immediately beenme very popular,

a8 in Germany, drelling is still a
nized ‘“ military necessity” in social life,




